EUNICE KIM
NEW YORK

Eunice Kim's Moon the Magic Loser [Canaca;
September 19—0ctober 19, 2008] is & visual essay on
the virtues of nol iryng too hard. Through sensitive but
unfussy manipulatians of everyday chacts and materi-
alg, she dramatizes the fraught relationships between
things and their uses.

Scattered through the space 15 a hodge-podge of
found pbjecls: mops, balls, cardbeoard tubes, metal
racks, string, chunks of wond, broken pattary, wigs, plas
tic bags, and so an. Most things are well used, though
neither old ner charming eanugh to have nesiaigic
appeal. As a whole, the assortment might evoke the
abject leflovers ol a garage sale. These chbjects have
passed out ot the circuits of economic excnange; they
possess no resale value—except as art, of course—and
wera often designed lor rapid disposal. What happens to
the ‘eftover odds and ends of our world? Are they
aranted an allerlife in which they may rcam free, finally
unburdenzd ot their names and purposes? Kim allows
the sundry items tc dance and play with one anather
according to a lyrical illogic. The cbiecis gather to form
strange totems znd hanging mobiles, configurations
seemingly bath purposeful and haphazard.

Tha walls have been covered in newspaper, a perfect
symbal of programmed obsclescenca. This wal'paper
arevides visusl slatic: the assemblages emerge from ar
disappear into this ousy bacxground. Withoul t, the
detritus would appear extremely formal and highly
choreographed. Nothing looks more precious than
garbage in & pristine gallery, The wallpaper also creates
an impression of ad hoc shelter, as though this were the
makeshift residence of @ homeless persorn. Or perhaps
[he apocalypse has come, and tn's drag assortment is all
that remains of procustive cuture.

Bul if this exhibit conjures any sucn narratives, it 1s
through suggastion rather than simulation. As immersive
instzllation environments go, this one i markedly—and
knowingly—mild in its transformational powers. The key
adjective here might be “casual™ it the artist fretted
avar every formal subtlety and its visual and conceptual

offect, it doesn't show. We get no sense that there is 8
code Lo break or footnates to chase, Whatavar this work
means, or doesn't mean, it offers itself up willingly anc
simply. There is a greal deal of visual cleverncss
invalved: a floppy, brawn batl plepped on a ree slump is
gspecially smart. But it is an extremely gentle, self-
effacing wit, one thal never prevails upon us. It naver
reaches junkyard engineering or atternpts the kind of
inganuity of Fischli and Weiss, for example. We are
merely invited to peruse and muse. We smile, bul prob-
ably don't laugh, Kim suggests that assthetic franscen-
dence s something we might Lake or laave, just as we
might take or leave a lampshade or an end tatle offered
up on a city sidewslk,

Many youngar artists share this allilude loday, if
shows like the recent Whitney Biennial or the New
Museum's Unmorurmental are an index. Kim's installa-
tion would, in fact, have beer very much at home in the
latler. This spirit often goes hand in hand with a prefer-
enca for arranging thines rallar than making new ones,
as though art's agenda no lenger merited burdening the
tarth with more objects. This 15 an art of biding one's
time, of freading lightly in the world until 2 more distinct
course of action presents itself, Like an eyeball gazing
out ever this purgatory, a clock hangs high on one wall,
It has no hands.

—Pipar Marshall

KAREN FINLEY
OXFORD, OH

Througheut her career, performance artist Karen Finley
has drawn attention to the underpinnings of sexual
deviance in polites, celebrity, and community. Despite
har repeated explorations of raunchy or illicit liaisons,
sha 5 not s much a provocateur as & social critic who
aopozes dominanl power structures’ atlempls to sweep
past scandals and their requisite public apologies.

Finley's performances, which are often one-woman
shows, take pause to meditate aon the discrepancies
between public and private identity, haning in on the
crizes through which the symbiosis betwesn these
selvas is maoo evident, Such was the air of Impulse o
ok, a performance nased cn former Governor of New
York Fliot Spitzer's sex scandal, which bacame public on
March 10, 2008 [Miami University; Cctober 10, 2008].
The piece =ought to empathize wilh Spitzer, as well as
his wife Sildz and the prostitute with whom he was
discovered. By parforming monologues in costumes and
voices representative of the three characters, Finley
refulad easy caricature. Her scrint was coupled with
FowearPoint slide shows of clippings and drawings as
well as news footage and clips downloaded from
YouTube.com, The nearly two-hour multimedia presen-
tation plumbed the depths of psychosexual failings while
deliberately pointing out that the media make us all
participants. Finley presented this and similar incicents
as "spoiety's kink, aur kinks to discover.”

Porlrayed witn cozens of ties aundled around her
nack and a stufly mannish voice, Spitzer pontificated
about “the scparation of lust and staie” in a campaign
speech thal inlerspersed the highs and lows of virility
with slogans and pelitical clichés. Silda was brought up
as one of her hushand's political qualifications, “You
may lack at the feminine masacnism as my nverted
sadism. . Dwill give you her agony n a way never seen
since the grief of Jackiel” and then presented as the
second act. Making good on the reference to Jackie
Kennedy, the character was a melancholic clotheshorse
in every shade of blue and strings of pearls. Music
swelled, reminiscent of an ald film. Behind her, YouTube
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footage showed a view oul of the window of a moving
train as it passad through the rain. Silda asked the audgi-
ence to consider the work of reinventing and repairing
one's public image. Despite her besl brainstorming
publicity tactics, she would fall apart, hysterically shout-
ing, “This scandal is mine!” “My compulsion is in my
loving!" *l am the sad empress! | am the saddest woman
in the land, and | love you despite my deep sadness!”
and finally declaring, “I'll hald my nead high like the
head of 3 penis!” As Silda rantad, several students
passed aut Dum Dums she called “suckies.” By enjoy
ing the candy, the audience was further incriminated in
the mash-up of sex acts and identity polilics.

Finley closed by enacting the parts of both the pros-
titute and Spitzer, set against foclage from Alfred
Hitchcock's Verfigo. As James Stewart knocked on a
hotel room door, Finley stood in front of the screen,
inserting herself inte the film, dressed a3 the hooker but
knocking alongside the man. & moon seen in green light
out of the hotel window lit the screen as Finley, again
dressed in the man's shirt and ties, stood beside a
window in the performance space. The Spitzer charac-
ter reverted egually into his inner weman and to his cwn
boyhood as he described “the multiplicity of me.” While
this tender finale suggests sympathy lor Spitzer's weak-
nesses, Finley ullimately scrutinized the expense that
society pays for the flawed private lives of its government
officials.

—Matt Morris

KARRIE HOVEY
PEORIA, IL

Karrie Hovey has gained a reputation for taking on
sociopolitical subjects in her installation projects that,
cerabral and senstive to form, use ordinary materials.
Her work represents a critical position for art that goes
beyond taste-mzking or provocation. She neither posils
a signature style nor does she atlempt to rehabilitate
place. Inslead she allows site and culture to influence
ner production—like an architect who considers the
contaxt of a proposed building and its parcel of land.
Producing artworks to resoond to place, region, and
events, she remains cognizant of disciplinary tradition
and professional responsibility. But Hovey is also fond of
retrotitting fabric forms and processes—she was intro-
duced to craft traditions before studying art and
dasign—into social subjecis that are paramount to her
sites. As an installation artist, her work enlists & number
of methods, traditicns, and subjecls pertaining to public
works and viewer interactivity. But she is also swayed by
lhe intimacy of the studio and the dialogue wilh mater
als as construction and formal concerns are also tanta-
mount in her work,

Her newest project, produced during & three-month
residency at The Prairie Center of the Arts, is a striking
hybricd of ecological commentary and mecilation on the
manufacturing history of Feoria, [llincis’ industrial river-
fronl. Her subject was recycling, or more precisely the
fact that the metropolitan area of nearly 300,000 people
does not have an effective recycling program. As a
resull, she only used found recyclable materials as she
tackled Midwestern agricultural icons and the history of
the site, which was once ane of the naticn's largest rope
fabrication pants,

In Rethos. Havey envelopes the entire space of the
first floar gallery with paper and corrugated cardboard,
complemented by found packing material, plastic bags,
and faux foliage. The work filled a 280-square-foot
space with a faux woodland woven of material saved
from the Pecria landfill. Refios embodies three consis-
lent issues in her work—a someawhat reductive

aesthelic, a penchant for poetic narrative, and the
preduction of tactile environmants. It s also intimate,
dreamlike, and mare theatrical than her earlier work,
which occasionally involved considerations of texts and
images. While the work doesn't overtly decry the city's
non-palicy of recycling, the playtul appearance and
illustrative bent of Hovey's heavy-gauged colored paper
petrified forest potently relates the Inevitability of
nature’s demise if we continue on cur present course.

Upstairs, in the cavernous 70.000 square feet of
unspoiled raw space, the experience was much differ-
ent. Hovey essentially wove a series of large feed silo
forms from paper and plastic. Some were bound with
the king of thick, coarse rope once produced on the site.
Her tall pliable cylinders—averaging from around seven
to nine feet in height and three to five feet in diamater—
were suspendad from the ceiling along 2 fifty-foot
section of a breathtaking sandblasted bay, Each silo
form is unique. Some are made of foam packing parti-
cles encasad in clear plastic sleeves. Others consist of
packaged feed corn, paper products or sawdust, Hovey
employed basic knotting and bundling technigues to
consirucl rows of silent floating sculpture, at once
homespun and formally minimal. Many of these forms
recall sections of the ariginal stranding and cabling tech-
nigues of early rope making. Some have exposed ribs
and others have the pointed canic roofs of old wooden
silos and grain elevators. Industrial and agricultural
simulacra of 1an, rust, white, and siesl-gray collapse an
oddly nostalgic impression of the prairie economy onto
the frame and history of the erstwhile factory.

These installations are amongst Hovey's maost
formally ambitious and thematically sophisticated enter-
prises. Her massage about recycling may suggest that
our debris can become cultural capital. More impor-
tantly, she gives us a surprisingly intimate and poetic
bridge between the consumed history of the past and
he wasteful ecanomy of the present,

—FPaul Krainak

ABOVE: Karrie Hovey, Sila Series, 2008, installation, dimensions variable [courtesy of the artist and the Prairie Center of the Arts, Peoria, IL]






